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spoiling the rifling. f
barrel than any other primer.

be monotonously long.

Can You Ask for Better Reasons for Using |

@S CARTRIDGES

In U.S. Army tests, they have taken first place more often than any other brand.
Our Non-Mercuric Primer has several vitally important points of superiority.

It contains no powdecred glass to be ground into and rip away the lands, thus
It is vastly cleaner and has much less tendency to foul the
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It is wholly without the inevitable tendency of

mercury fulminate to make brass brittle.

After the superiority of U.S. Ammunition was demonstrated by the severe tests
of the U.S. Ordnance officers. the Government abandoned, several years ago, the
use of old-fashioned ground glass and mercury primers in its service ammunition.

The list of matches in which U.S. Cartridges have won the highest honors would
If vou want to learn the character and standing of U. S.
Cartridges. ASK ANY EXPERT.

CARTRIDGE CO0., LowEll: wass.

Makers of THE BLACK SHELLS

Che Hssociated
Sunday Magazines

INCORPORATED

Issued every week co-operatively and
simultaneously by and as a part of

THE SUNDAY EDITIONS OF THE

Chicago Record-Herald Washington Star

St. Louis Republic =~ Minneapolis Journal
Pittsburgh Post Rocky Mountain News
Philadelphia Press  Buffalo Courier
New-York Tribune  Detroit News-Tribune
Boston Post Baltimore Sun

More than -
1,400,000
More than
b bt
More than

13,000

For Advertising Rates Apply to
Che Associated Sunday Magazines

INCORPORATED

cities, towns and wil-
lages entered each

week.

1 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY
RECORD - HERALD BUILDING, CHICAGO

—$750 an Acre from Pecans—

This is a fair average profit from a Pecan grove fif-
teen years old, and by our plan yvou can secure a tarm
in the heart of the paper shell pecan belt and share in
the profits of our company until you are ready to take
possession of your ouwn land.

A Farm for the Future
With Fine Profits in the Meantime

If you should NEVER want to take possession of
your farm, you will have the land as security for your
investment anyvway, and receive big returns on your
money right from the start. Only fzw.ou will secure
one these farms, where you can live out of doors
every day and mature three crops a year on the same
land. Largerinvestments also accepted.

Y ou place vourself under no obligations by writing
for full particulars, and if you care to tell us how much
you want to invest we will make you a definite offer by
return mail.

Georgia Farm,Fruit and Pecan Co.,Box 105, Waycross,Ga.

Scotch Style Calabash Pipes

W hy kill yourself by smoking a strong pipe?
You can get a Scotch 3
Calabash that absorbs all

nicotine and poisons and
ensures a cool, sweet
smoke. Money back if
you are not satished.
THE ROY AL PIPE ©C0O.,
220 Hroad St., Nasloille, Tenn,

Stamps
taken.

TROUBLE TEXT BOOK—
Gives plain langunges
remedies for every en=
gine ailment. Keeps

our Car running. Saves dollars. 56 pages
Hnstrated. (et it now. Send 10c¢. Money
back if dissatisfied. : |
BREEZE CARBURETERS, NEWARK, N. J.

TYPEWRITERS vii:s

All standard machines 1{ to 1y Mfr's prices. We RENT type-
T writers ANYWHERE applying RENTAL ON FRICE. Write for
(at. 5. Typewriter Emporium, (Est.1502) 34-36 W, Lake St., Chleago

Whiskers, 35c. Burnt

n'd narky Win, 5“3. Cork, 2ic, and Red

Liner for Lips, 10c. Entire outfit, §1.00, Send three
2cstamps for large catalog of Plays, Wigs and Make
Up Material and ** The Art of Making Up."™

R.TRADEMORE COMI’ANY, Toledo, Ohio

METAL POLISH

Indispensable in Every Household
3 Ounce Box 10 Cents

UI B A1 Your Dealers or Geo. W, Hoffman, Indiasapolis, Ind.
our new

$ e o
rofit ti
1 e e o e e e

1128- 31 Newport Ave., Chicago, U. S. A.

LIGHT

Burmer. 60 candle

Positively will not smoke or flicker.

AGENTS WANTED

all or spare time,

paid, 30e, 4 for $1.00. Money bae

You can transform any kerosene (coal oil) lamp or lantern
into dazzling brilliancy with our wonderful Bright Light
wer invisible and unbreakable
Steel Mantle. Brighter than electricity, better than gas
or gasoline, and perfectly safe. No generating—simply
light like any kerosene lamp. Nothing to get out of order.

EVERYWHERE, Sells like wildfire.
An opportunity of a life time, work
Experience unnecessary, Make big money—be indepen-
dent, Write today, Act quick—territory going fast. Complete sample, post-

it mot satisiactory. .

BRIGHT LIGHT CO., Dept. 98 B, Grand Rapids, Mich.

UP!

L
A

1912

A COWARD'S STAIRS

—our score will be paid. 1 shall not miss
you, Beatrice; and I shall not miss myself
afterward.’

“l was afraid that he would hear me
shiver.

“‘Mercy!’ she screamed in a low whisper.
‘Mercy!’

“‘Be quiet!” he commanded.

“She was quiet, very quiet. It was I who
almost screcamed. I held myself for fear my
trembling should be audible.

“What was I to do? What could T do?
If I could have got straight over him, I might
have dropped a chair or a heavy box on his
head. 1 thought of that; but he stood, not
under the balcony, but at the foot of the
stairs. If I went down he would shoot me as
well as her. I knew I ought to go and be
shot; but the thought of the revolver seemed
to paralyze me, and I could not move. I dug
my nails into my flesh; but that did not
make me move. My senses seemed asleep.
I did not even hear what they said for a
time, though I saw that they were speaking;
but at last her voice broke in upon me, as if
I had suddenly awoke.

1 am so voung!' she pleaded. ‘So
young! I don't want to die! I don’t—
want—to—die!’

SUPPOSE nobody is such a coward that
nothing will stir him to risk his wretched
life. Her piteous voice stirred me. 1 de-
cided that I would go to her, if I threw my-
self down the stairs, just to be shot; but I
wanted to save her. I forced myself to think.
“It was now nine minutes to two. At the
end of those nine minutes she was to die. If
I could not save her, I must die too. I must
find some weapon and go down stealthily
and try to catch him unawares. Even if he
heard me and turned my way, she would
have a chance to escape while he killed me.
She was nearly as quick as he. I looked
round and saw some golf clubs standing in a
corner of the corridor. I crept to them and
selected one. I took off my slippers to walk
quietly over the thick carpet, hoping to sur-
prise him from behind, as he stood back to
the stairs. I thought it all out, to the ac-
companiment of her pleading for life. Her
voice seemed to draw me toward her, and
my fears seemed to draw me back. Her
voice prevailed slowly, very slowly. If I had
not been a coward, I must have run to her.
There were only six minutes left, when I
came to the top of the stairs.

“You will think me a coward of cowards.
I lingered there for a whole minute. My
limbs would not move. I tried to picture
mysclf rushing on him and striking him
down before he turned; but another picture
always came in my mind instead. Iimagined
a betraying look on her face, or perhaps she
screcamed at the sight of me, and then he
turned, and the revolver blazed. 1 tried to
picture myself missed and rushing on and
felling him; but instead I saw the four aces
blotted out one after the other—snip—snip
—snip —snip! I counted the steps,—twenty-
four: ten to the turning, and fourteen be-
vond. 1 feel as if I shall go on counting
them for the rest of my lhfe- a coward’s
stairs!

“*Five minutes more,” he said, ‘and then
—death!’

“Death! T took one step down the stairs;
then counted. Twenty-three more!

“Death!” she repeated and shivered. She
had sunk into a chair, and her face was in her
hands. That was why she did not see me.

“I took another step—twenty-two more!
If she did not look up and scream, he would
not be likely to see me till I turned the cor-
ner, at any rate. Twenty-one!

“Death! The word seemed to reécho in
my mind and to freeze me still. 1 couldn’t
move. She gave a faint sob, and that sent
me a step forward. Twenty! Nineteen!
[ heard my own step even on the soft carpet.
If he should hear!

“Have you anything more to say?’' he
asked. Under cover of his voice I took an-
other step.

“‘Give me a chance,” she begged, ‘just a
little chance!’

“He laughed. The laugh covered another
step. ‘A tiny chance! You were always—
a—a sport!" He laughed almost aloud; and
[ took two steps more. Fifteen!

“T am a woman, only a woman!’

“ T wish,’ he said, ‘that you were a man!
Then I wouldn’t just shoot you.” He snarled
like an angry dog. My cowardly limbs were
numb again. ‘I wish you were a man!’ he
repeated. His voice seemed to root me to
the ground.

“She sobbed. T went on. Fourteen! I was
at the corner now; and if he looked round—
How quickly he hit those four aces—snip—
snip—snip—snip!

Continied from page 7

“She sobbed again.  Thirteen! He had
only to glance round—and I should die.

“‘If you were a man,’ he said—his voice
was worse than brutal—devilish, animal,—
‘I'd do more than shoot you!’

“Twelve! Death was such a fearful thing
—the darkness—and what? [ followed my

coffin in imagination, and my . soul—I
couldn’t do it!
“A little longer!’ she pleaded. ‘I am

afraid!” Eleven! ‘For merey's sake! I am
afraid!” Ten! ‘I am afraid!" Nine! ‘For
the love of Heaven! You used to care for
me—'

“‘Silence!” he said.  ‘One minute more!’

“She flung up her hands and lifted her
eves—and saw me! Eight! She screamed
and pointed, and he faced round to me. I
raised the club and rushed down upon him.
For that one moment 1 wasn't a coward!

“*Run away!' I called to her. ‘Run!’

“She sprang between me and him, holding
out her arms as if to fend off my blow.

“It's a play!’ she cried. ‘We're rehears-
ing a play!’

“I didn’t believe her at first; but when I
saw his face I knew it was true. If he had*
laughed, I shouldn’t have believed her; but
he was trying not to laugh!

“I stood swaying on the last step of the
coward’s stairs.

““Don’t you know?’ she cried. ‘It’s the
theatricals tomorrow. Did you hear him
call me Beatrice? My real name 1s Evelyn.
Surely vou know that?’

“I remembered that there was to be a
play, and they were hero and heroine.  And
if every whit of memory had not fled from
fright I must have remembered that her
name was Evelyn.

I dropped the club. She laughed sud-
denly—shrieked with laughter. They were
a coward’s stairs to the end. [ fainted.

HEN I came to I was lying on my bed.
They had carried me there and left
me. The door was open. I heard laughter
from below; her laugh and his among the
others. The rest had returned, and of course
they were telling them of my ludicrous at-
tack, like some ignorant peasant who in-
vades the stage to rescue the heroine. That
wasn't the worst. I had not been merely
ridiculous. I had been so ‘frighted by false
fires” that I had fainted. I was written down
a coward before them all.

“I ended as I'd begun,—ran away like a
coward; dressed and crept down a side stair-
case, and out of a side door. I remembered
this train. I ran through hedges and ditches.
I had the coward’s courage to run, and—
here I am. I suppose 1'd shoot myself, if I
wasn't a coward.”

OU aren't a coward,” T pronounced when
he had finished. “In your way you
are a brave man. Take a nip of brandy.”

“Dutch courage!” He laughed bitterly.

“That's exactly where you make the mis-
take,” I said in my professional manner.
“You set your courage too hard a task, and
then you abuse your courage! The bulk of
the deed is done by strength and skill. Cour-
age tackles what'’s left. You leave yourself
too much. You wouldn’t want courage to
ride a horse, if you'd learned to ride. You'd
be much less afraid of a marksman if you
could shoot. Well, you had nothing but
courage to take you down the stairs that you
call a coward’s stairs tonight, and it took
you down.”

“It wasn’t courage,” he denied.
love for a woman.”

“Can’t that take
stairs?” 1 suggested.

His face set like the face of a brave man—
I know the look. “I was a coward to run
away,” he cried. “I'll go back again in the
morning. I'll tell them that I was unnerved
by the struggle I had with myself, and by my
fear of their laughter, and that I have come
back to be laughed at, and if anyone thinks
me a coward, he can propose a test on equal
terms.”

“Yes,” T said; “but don't lay too much
stress on the last part. They are English
ladies and gentlemen, and they’ll laugh very
kindly, I think. There 1s a humorous side
to it, vou know. I'm glad to have met you.
Come and s ¢ me when you're back in town.
We're going to be friends.”

He washed, and I got a brush out of my
bag and tidied him up, and lent him a cap.
He looked quite bright when we reached
town; and then we had a rather pretty ad-
dition to this story. A porter came along
the train with a telegram, “name of Hastie.”
That was his name. The telegram said this:

We haven't given you away and sha'n’t.
Said you had a wire. Auntill. Both admire
your plucky intentions. E. wishes to say her

“It was

you up some other

*



